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But proud people that dread no fall,
Clothed with falsehood and unright
Bred in the closures of thy wall.
But wrested to wrath in fervent zeal
Thou hast to strife my secret call.
Indured hearts no warning feel.
O shameless whore 1 is dread then gone?
Be such thy foess as mean thy weal?
O member of false Babylon !
The shop of craft 1 the den of ire I
Thy dreadful doom draws fast upon.
Thy martyrs* blood, by sword and fire,,
In heaven and earth for justice call.
The Lord shall hear their just desire I
The flame of wrath shall on thee fall I
With famine and pest lamentably
Stricken shall be thy lechers all.
Thy proud towers, and turrets high
Enemies to God, beat stone from stone:
Thine idols burnt that wrought iniquity:
When none thy ruin shall bemoan,
But render unto the righteous Lordf
That so high judged Babylon,
immortal praise with one accord.